188                                                              A    SHORTER    EGO
There are no more prisoners at the moment, and an interval is
taken. It is a Gilbertian court which waits for crime to be
committed!
The shriek of a police-van as in the films.    A young man
has beaten up his wife for spending his wages on silk stockings.
The magistrate tells the young man he is exceeding his authority.
Will he promise no more beatings ?   Yes, if there is no more
buying of stockings.   A bargain is struck.   Another young man
is accused of violently assaulting his neighbour's wife 1   Will he
desist ?   No, he will assault her again the moment he is out of
this jam.    She is a bitch, and has brought it on herself.   The
magistrate keeps him in cells till the morning, for his own
protection.    The neighbour seems wholly disinterested.    The
next is a drunk.   " You're soused," says the magistrate.   " I'm
not sure you're not canned.    Cells till morning/'    A voluble
Japanese has refused to pay a taxi-driver  $1.75.    He has no
money, but if he can go home on the subway he will return
with the cash before the court rises.    " But since you have no
money how are you going to get the fare for the subway ? "
The Jap points to the taxi-driver : " He will lend it me 1 "   The
court dissolves in laughter, and the pair leave amicably.   Another
wait, then more peddlers, more vagrants, more drunks.   It is
midnight, and we go to supper.    B. in his capacity as medical
adviser sends me home soon after two.   He insists on my having
an early night, himself being all for another spot of Harlem's
Moon-Glow.
.May 21 B. is a fellow-traveller of genius. His latest notion
Friday. is that while I am writing he should look at the
things which it would be disgraceful to leave New
York without one of us having seen. This is splendid of him.
Came in this morning to report that Shipwreck Kelly was still
sitting on his pole ; when he saw him he was eating the luncheon
he had presumably taken out of the basket on which he sits.
Have come down to Coney Island in lovely weather, first
calling for money in Wall Street, which to-day is distinctly
livelier. Our chauffeur, who is second cousin to Kid Lewis,